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him. A man who comes into a house carries expecta-
tion/'
"Aren't you putting it a little high?"
"Anticipation?"
"Still a little high?"
"Well, anyway, out of his motor into the hall. Out
of the hall into the drawing-room. I can't help it if
he is not anticipating."
"And we can't always help it if he is."
She is coming down to ground again, Sarah said
to herself,
"It is silly of me not to be glad," thought Sarah.
But to the happy insanity of others, even when we
love them, we oppose some foolish sanity. What
have we to put in the place of their irrational joy?
We destroy without providing the alternative which
would be our only justification.
And what is an alternative? Only an alternative!
What right have we to touch a foolish joy?
What right have we to kill in the name of
wisdom?
"It is a curious thing about Captain Hyslop's
appearance," Lisa said to Sarah. "I find it more and
more difficult to know him by sight. He seems to
me just like a police report on a murderer-
'Medium height, dark hair, brown eyes, small
aaoustache, brown suit, light overcoat'-then an